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"'No, your Imperial highness/ he replied, "because
the enemy is still a long way off.'

" ' But how do you know this?' I asked.

" e Come to the window/ replied the Zingari, leading
me forward to the narrow glazed opening in the rough
wall, and directing my gaze to the dark sky, lighted by
the silver rays of the moon. ' Do you see those birds
flying over the woods towards the south ??

" ' Yes, I see them.    What of it ?'

" 'What of it? Do not birds sleep as well as men?
They would certainly not fly about at night-time thus had
they not been disturbed. The enemy is marching through
the wood southwards, and has frightened and driven the
birds before it.J

"I at once ordered the outposts to be reinforced, and
the camp to be alarmed. Two hours later, the outposts
were fighting fiercely with the foe, and I was able to realize
that my camp and my division had been saved from sur-
prise and destruction only by the keen observation and
sagacity of a grateful gypsy. *'

The archduke spent a large sum of money, some years
ago, in endeavoring to turn the gypsies from their nomadic
life, and to induce them to settle down, in order to devote
their time and energies to the practice of the wonderful
art of working metal, which they possess to so marked a
degree, instead of roaming aimlessly about, and some-
times thieving, as is unfortunately their habit. He built
a number of villages for them in the district surrounding
Presburg, and organized gypsy settlements. But the
scheme proved a failure. The Tziganes, true to the in-
stincts that they have inherited from countless generations,
abandoned the comfortable houses, the fields and blossom-
ing gardens with which they had been provided by theirlably rich mine of Tzigane music. He is only
